ALL NEW, 


arbera. Production 


a-B: 


) { Yoo), YOU'RE NOT ONLY. 
{| A HORRIBLE EXAMPLE 
JO ALL THE OTHER BEARS 

IN SEEING NATIONAL! 


7 


V... BUT YOUR GREEDINESS 15. )| | Now, YocI.../oU'zE GOING To 


MAKING YOU FAT ! THIS 15 VERY ERCISE | START BY TOUCHING 
UNHEALTHY ! OALYOUR. Your TOES pe imes! ONE.-- 
FEET, YOEI// | \_1WO--- BENG YOCII! 


ia, 
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You'E BENDING fe T IT, STARTING RIGHT NOW, YOGI, 
YOUR KNEES, / YOGI! You'RE| |YOU'ZEGOING ON A STRICT 
Yost! 90 iT DIET... AND YOU'RE GOING 
LIKE THIS! 1 & WORK OFF SOME WEIGHT 


HERE'S YOURS, an 
a 


bs c.ueP< 
CRUNCH! 
GEE, THIS 
1S PeLicious! 


\(Yourcan't eat ALL = 
)f You EAT A ee 


GOME | 


YOUR DIET AND RUN 


EVERY GAY / A 2 


FASTER, NOG. MK. SMITH 
TOLD ME TO MAKE SURE YOU 
DO YOUR KROAPWORK ! 


CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


Wieveis, tte 
MAKE HIM RUN 
TWICE AS FAR 
TOMORROW | 


MAYBE HE'S | 
GOOEIN' OFF | 


HE'S NOT GOOFING iNcRepiBLe!! 
OFF, MR.OMITH | y TLL HAVE TO 
HE'S REALLY REWARD HI Fi 


RUNNING |! THIS, BOO BOO 


~~ 


oe Lee 
Bz222235.-0% 


PH 


“YOU DID VERY WELL, ..A BIG BOWL OF. 
AS A REWARD, 1M LETTING = 
$60 ve You FAVORITE HONEY! 
FOOD. +. 
ai ae 
a B — 
¢, 


= — 


Gd xD 


BECALISE SOMEONE USED i THAT'S NOT A FIRE= 
AROUND HERE... GO €RACKER, 200 200... 
AND THE CAVE YOU LIVE THAT S BYNAMITE! 
+IN COULD CAVE IN! 5 ys 


STOP SIGHTSEEING, YOGI ! WE GOTTA FINO 
@ PLACE TO LIVE! 3 


ANOYOURE YAN | 
SHINY Roos! 


THE U.S. ASSAY 
OFFICE! 


) 


FOOL'S GOLD! iT Isn'T 
WORTH. I¢! 
YYOU MEAN... \ 
WE'RE NOT 
RICH? : 


9 
go 
we 
z 


i 


HIT YOU 


HEY, Yoo!? THE 
THIS MORNING SHINES LIKE GOLD TOO... 
BUT IT'S HEAVIER! — "> 


QON'T WORRY, MR. MAIL- 
MAN , LLL OO THE JOB } 


L DON'T THINK 
YOU'D BETTER, 
Yoo! } 


|THE MAILMAN CHICKENED THE MAILMAN SAYS 1 DON'T BLAME HIM= 
| OUT Tile NEAR, HUH, HE HAS A BROKEN / LAST YEAR HE HAD 


T L oe" 
| THEY WERE REALLY 
BROKEN {{ 


LUTHER SCARES 
PEOPLE .. BUT WE'VE 
ALWAYS BEEN 
FRIENDS ! 


. | THAT WAS THE ENB OF 
RIENDSHIP } 


CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


DON'T Quit Now, Yoer! Fa Letter 
IE WORST 1S YET TO “As 
come! 


Fira 


7 


WELL, T GUESS T'LL BE GOIN'! 


& 33 


ss: 
' 


HEY HEH HEH ! Yous 
“HAVING A TERRIBLE 
TIME DELIVERING MY 
MAIL Route | 
C 


y ° 
\/ 1 ONLY Got TWO 
| | LETTERS LEFT... 
: A ONE 1S. FOR OLIVIA 
EAGLE ! 
QY 
TS —=0) 
— 
a 


ae pth 
“Ae 


ey, | | wuar's wv > 
DELIVER THE LETTER THE LETTER, a \ ra 
UP HERE ,Yoo! | mE Yooz : 
2M BUSY — 
“ats Ned 


aa ae 


WEE HEE HEE! SOMEBODY Y L'VE ONLY GOT 
ELSE TOOK THE BEATING )\ QWE LETTER 
ON TAX COLLECTOR MAIL. Lert! 
; DAY THIS YEAR! 
fice 
as eS na ° Pg 
A i - 
a> 


OH, THIS ONE 1S FOR YOU, HEE HEE HEE! "5 
| ME. MAILMAN to om YOUR WA 


EG NOW, MR. _), 
if LMR. 


: i 3 - 2 z A SS 2 " ef 

< K)) — + 
af (ew Ly Pe 
my, ME, 'S BEOKEN = 
BC ss0er= eons 


THE RABBIT PUNC 
~— \) 


It wee time for the Spring Fair in Animalville. There 
were lots of tents and displays for all the animal 
residents of the little town in the forest to enjoy. There 


were shows put on by animals whe hed talent. Bird __ 


singers accompanied by cricket bands sang their 
foverite melodies. There was o high-wire trapeze act 
performed by the flying squirrel trio. Max, the Magic 
Rabbit magician, also consented to demonstrate some 
of his woods-renewned magic tricks. = 

There were also competitions and contests which all 
of the animals could enter if they wanted te. There 
was the annual leap freg, broad jumping event. It was 
ususlly wen by Bill Bullfrog. There wos a nut cracking 
contest. It wes usuelly won by Charlie Chipmunk. Lost, 
but not least, there was the pie eating contest. It wes 


won by Max's friend, Waldo the Walrus, every year. 
Waldo wos the undefeated pie eating champion for 
ten years. If there was one thing that Waldo had real 
talent for; it was eating, especially eating pies! When 
Walde sat down at the pie eating table, he looked like 
@ vacuum cleaner with tusks. The pies disappeared 
faster thon the attendants could put them onte the 
; table. Pp 
“Js it almost time for the pi: 
Walde as he stopped at a 
wateh exetic lecking, garter snakes performing a belly 
dance. “No.” answered Max pulling his friend away 
from the side show. “The pie eating contest is still two 
hours away!” added Mox. “It's twe hours ewoy! I'm 
starving already. | only had twelve bowls of zerdine 


cereal, eight pieces of blubbered test and six pounds 
of -blackberries for breakfast.” answered Waldo. 
“Think of all the room you'll have for the pies.” 
answered Mox as he pulled Walde away from the 
tent. fs 

The fair grounds were very crowded. Waldo was 
thinking about pies and not watching where he was 
geing. A big, tough-looking bexer deg whe was an 
out-of-town visiter, was approaching from the ep- 
posite direction. He wasn't watching where he wat 
going either. He was too busy nibbling on a candy- 
coated dog biscuit. Waldo and the boxer bumped into 


each ether. “Sorry, excuse mel” apologized Waldo. 
“Watch where you are going, you tub of blubber!” 


polite. “That's not « nice thing to 
say. Walde has olready I." said Max. He 


didn't want to stand areund and let a stranger insult. ~ 


his friend. “Keep your nose out of my 
business, fur face!” snapped the deg. Max got angry. 
“Whe do you think you are?” replied Max. “I'm war- 
ning yeu. I'll pin your leng ears back, cottontail!” 
threatened the boxer.” “I'm not afraid of you!’ 
answered Max. “Okay, meet me in the blue tent in 
"fifteen minutes!” said the dog. He pointed at a tent 
around the corner and walked away. 

Fifteen minutes later, Max and Walde arrived at the 
blue tent. “Max, are you sure you want to fight that 


big guy? He looks awfully tough!” said Waldo. “I. 


don't want te fight. Fighting never reclly selves: 
anything. Sometimes yeu have te show a bully thet 
you're not afraid ef him!” enswered Mox as he koldly 
stepped into the tent. The twe friends were amazed to 
see a boxing ring inside the tent. There was « big 


poster with a picture of the tough-locking boxer dag 
pasted onto it. “Kid Canine — Former Dog Pound Box- 
ing Champion,” said Waldo as he read the sign. 


Waldo protested. Max shrugged his shoulders end 
stepped into the ring. The boxer dog came in wesring 
fighting trunks and boxing gloves. Waldo tied o pair of 
boxing gloves on Max's paws. An official stepped into 
the ring. He would referee the fight. "No hitting below 
the belt. No cheating! Ard, no magic!" said the 
referee when he introduced the fighters. "I found out 
who you are. Now that you can’t use your magic, I'll 
clobber you, shorty!" said the dog to Max. The bell 
sounded. The boxer moved tewards Max. Max hopped 
‘around the ring. The boxer missed every punch he 
threw. He wotched Max jumping around and got 
dizzy. Max hopped close to him. The Rabbit Magician 
lifted his glove and hit the boxer over the head using o 
rabbit punch. The bexer wes counted out. When he 
‘eame to, he shook hands with Max ond apologized. 
Waldo was so nervous he couldn't unde Mex’s 
gloves. “Calm down. It will be time for the pie eating 
contest soon.” kidded Max. “That fight frightened ms 
so much, I’ve lost my appetite.” confessed Waldo. 


tee 


i/ 17'S A GOPHER 
INVASION, YOGI! 


Ey/_NO...DON'T 
THROW THAT! N 


THAT - WAS \_ 
OUR DINNER, 


nee! [pam onmannamien, 


Le 


LET THEM HAVE OUR CAVE, 
BOO BOO! I'VE GOT TO HAVE 
PEACE AND QuIET! 
HAVEN'T 
YOu HEARD 
ASOUT THE 
HOUSING 


GOING TO Live 
THERE; OG\? 


\ 


THERE 
ISN'T AN 
EMPTY 
APARTMENT 


THERE, BOO BOO... 
OurR NEW HOME! 
a 


MY HUMBLE ABODE, 
GENTLEMEN! 


HAVE HOLD 
OF MY ARM? 


WELCOME TO MY HUMBLE ABODE, 
GENTLEMEN! T AM MR. SPOOK! 


RUNT! You 
BovYS ARE 
“JUST IN TIME 
FOR DINNER! 4 


KT) Lae 
(K AREN'T YOU GOING To EAT, MR. SPOOK? 
WHY -DON’T YOU 


MMMMM! THIS IS A DELICIOUS: IT SURE IS, YOGI! 
DINNER, ISN'T IT, BOO. BOO? 
> MAYBE THIS 
GRRR! I'M STARVING! WILL TEACH You 
T WISH I CouLD EAT! TO CONTROL 
YourR TEMPER! 


N 


CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


NOBOPY SHOULD BLOW ~ ; WHADDYA MEAN I GOT 

THEIR TOPS THAT BAD, .// AFINE ONE || A TERRIGLE TEMPER! © 
: A] TO TALK, Yoel! 
You've GOT 


YOu'D BETTER GET. 
YOURSELF TOGETHER, 


GOT IT ALL TI THINK WE 
TOGETHER, HE'S SHOULD! VE 
EATING EVERYTHING / WAITED UNTIL 
IN THE House! AFTER DINNER 

: A\ TO HELP HIM 


our! 


